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March 


HE cock is crowing, 
The stream is flowing, 
The small birds twitter, — 
The lake doth glitter, _ 
The green field sleeps in the sun. — 


The oldest and youngest; | 
Are at work with the strongest; 
The cattle are grazing, 7 
Their heads never raising; 
There are forty feeding like one! 


Like an army defeated, 
The snow hath retreated, 
And now doth face ill 
On the top of the bare hill; 
The ploughboy is whooping anon—anon 


There’s joy on the mountains; 
There’s life in the fountains; 
Small clouds are sailing, 
Blue sky prevailing; 
The rain is over and gone! 
William Wordsworth 


But Then 


OHN OSWALD MUGFFIN he wanted to die 
4 ’Nd bring his career to an end; 
Of course, well—he didn’t say nothin’ to me— 
But that’s what he told every friend. 
So one afternoon he went down to the pier, 
He prayed ’nd he sung, put his hand up to 
cough | 
An’ every one thought he was a-goin to jump 
off— | 
But he didn’t. 
He may jump tomorrer 
Mornin’ at ten— 
Said he was goin’ to 
Try it again— 
But then. 


John Oswald said he was tired of the earth— 
Of its turmoil and struggle and strife— 
*Nd he made up his mind a long time ago 
He was just bound to take his own life; — 
Nd the very next time ’at he started to shave, 
Determined to die, he wus goin’ t’ be brave; 
So he stood up ’nd flourished the knife in 
despair 
Nd every one thought ’at he’d kill himself 
there — | 
But he didn’t. 
He says ’at tomorrer 
Mornin’ at ten 
He has a notion to 
Try it again— 
But then. 


He went and bought arsenic, bought paris 
green, — | 
"Nd cobalt ’nd all kinds of stuff 
"Nd he took great delight in leaving it ’round; 
Of course that was done for a bluff; 
Then he rigged up his room with horrible 
thing, 7 | 
That would blow his head off by pullin’ a 
string. 
Folks heard the explosion—rushed up—on 
his bed 
John Oswald was lyin’. They whispered, 
“He’s dead.” 
- But he wasn’t 
He riz up ’nd said: 
Couldn’t say when 
He’d fully decide to 
Try it again— 
But then. 
Ben King 


Cherry Wink Cookies 


Sift 214 cups flour, 1 t. baking powder, 1 t. 
soda, and 1 t. salt. 

Combine 34 cup shortening, and 1 cup sugar. 
Cream well. Blend in 2 eggs. Add 2 T. milk, 
and 1t. vanilla. Blend in sifted ingredients; 
mix well. 

Add 1 cup chopped dates, 1 c. chopped nuts, 
and 14 c. chopped maraschino cherries. 

Mix well. Shape into balls using 1 level t. 
of dough for each cookie. Crush 21/4 c. corn 
flakes. Roll each ball of dough in corn flakes. 

Place on greased baking sheet. Top each 
- cookie with 14 maraschino cherry. Bake at 375 
degrees for 10 to 12 minutes. Do not stack or | 
store until cold, 

Betty Dallinger 


March Wind 


A lady bought a parrot from a pet store, on- 
ly to learn that it cursed every time it talked. 
She put up with it as long as she could, but 
finally one day she lost her patience. 

“If I ever hear you curse again,” she said, 

“T’ll wring your neck.” 
A few minutes later she remarked rather cas- 
ually that it was a fine day. Whereupon the 
parrot said, “It’s a hell of a fine day.” True to 
her resolve, the lady picked the parrot up and 
spun him around in the air until he was near- 
ly dead. 

“Now,” she said, “It’s a fine day, isn’t it? 

“Fine day,” sputtered the parrot, ““where the | 
hell were you when the cyclone struck?” 


